321 Student Union Building @ The Universi 


@e@noveeeeann0n2en082000@ 808000 


MAKE MY 
DAY 


by J.B. Bernstein 


The grey outside sceps into the house 

into the woman’s cyes she doesn’t know it 
scrapes her raspy throat raw pieces of her 
dreams bleed into the soft red pillow fusing 
the last five years. Indelible. He walks in. He 
asks her what’s the matter. He sits down next 
to her and cradles her against him rocking 
rocking sweetly singing her a lullabye. Her 
eyes flutter slowly close shutting out the 
prey but what’s Ieftof that muted color singes. 
His body cools the rest of her while the 
picture, floating in the fluid, develops black 
and white, and her cyes narrow and her brows 
arch like the Devil’s andshe sees him thrusting 
toward her arm cocked like a rifle mouth 
twisted tonguc coiled as his snarling fist 
connects with her jaw bone splinters. Fade to 
black. Butnow sherests on him onhis muscled 
chest and feels his tears trickle down her bare 
back feels his sweet sorrow soothe her 
crumpled memones, hears him swear alle- 
giance to her swollen body. 

Repetition is the thing, the woman 
knows what’s coming and prepares but now 
her time is running out, the calls are getting 
closer brittle back-bone begins to congeal 
into cold hard cement getting ready to repel to 
throw off this smoldering blanketto burst out 
of the womb of make-believe. She remembers 
the beginning. She remembers sacred vows 
speak now or forever hold your peace your 
piece she’s in pieces disconnected now for- 
ever in his hands his hands sculpted into iron 
prongs jam into her jar her inside outside 
upside down around in circles. 

He leaves the room. His large frame 
stalks the hallway. He needs fresh air. He 
needs to drive the car, to shift, to bend the 
curves and skid and brake and shoot the gun 
when he thinks of herhe wants to clean itload 
it aim it. He shoots the bullet into her each 
time he has the dream he shoots the bullet into 
her he takes the gun and shoves it inside her 
and pulls the tigger slowly. He climbs 
inside the van and accelerates. 

The woman presses her head into the 
soft red down pillow loses sight and sound 
and smell and drifts into the plot for all the 
king’s horses and all the king’s men to puther 
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The Back of Her Neck 


by Janice Levy 


Isce the back of her neck first, long and 
sleck like a horse’s thigh. Her hair nests 
loosely on top, likeblown-about browntwigs. 
She stares into the bathroom mirror and pulls 
al one cye again and again. 

Hold my drink, she says. 

She is looking for her white cyelash. 
She has only one. It is short, half grown, 
undemeath all the others on her upper lid. 

T lean closer to look. No one ever talks 
to me first. 

She does not watch the third step from 
the top on her way down. She does not know 
it is the bannister that wobbles, too. I have 
leamed those things. The bartender’s name is 
Polly. And I know that everyone’s face turns 
green in the club’s neon lights. 

You look like someone. Someone fa- 
mous, I say. 

Iknow, she answers. Everyone tells me 
that. She pats her pocket and shakes her 
purse. She cannot find her car keys. 

You look cold, I say. 

She does not know where she has 
parked. 

When I was young, I could remember 
everything, whether it happened or not, she 
says. 

Mark Twain? I ask. 

Her smile comes out all lopsided, butit 
is a smile just the same. 


You look like a litde girl down there 
except you’re all grown. My voice comes out 
a whisper. 

Her laugh sounds like a cello. She sits 
with her knees up, pinching the bottoms of 
her thighs with her fingers. 

Pin cushions, I say and her laugh goes 
down a few notes. 

We wresuc on the floor and she sits on 
my shoulders with her knees. I hear my bones 
crack. 

I think you just broke me in two, I say. 

Then I better make a wish. She closes 
her cyes for a long time, the years slipping 
from her face, as she sucks her bottom lip. 


When I wake up, I know she is gone 
before I feel beside me. 


My right cyc is twitching madly. That 


is always the sign. 

Bottles of wine lic together as if neck- 
ing, swect liquid dripping, leaving left over 
wet kisses on the bedroom floor. 

I hold onto my pillow and call out a 
name from a long time ago. My voice is 
hoarse and stumbles around and around the 
room like a bat bumping into the walls of a 
cave, 

I feel like Marlon Brando. 

The one from last night, though, I think 
was very big. When she stretched, the back of 
her neck reached up to the sky. 

I remember she called her ex-husband 
The Sperminator. 


She tells me she was married for three 
falls and three winters. 

When the weather tumed warm, he 
paced like a dog in heat and followed the 
scents of strangers. 

Postcards, she says and shows me the 
wall of her apartment she has made into a 
collage. His handwriting looks like crawling 
slugs. Most of the pictures are of churches. 

I watch her fingers glide over the cards 
like reading Braille. She fecls my question 
through her back. 

He said my breasts were getting droopy. 
That they looked like the lips of llama. I only 
asked him once. 


She tells me she has started to think of 
me when she wakes up in the moming. 

T tell her, that’s good. 

She says it isn’t. 

Why not, I ask her. 

Don’t you remember? We said we 
would go slowly. Slowly on this. 

You said that, I remind her. / didn’t. 


And then her face gets still and her cyes 
tum flat, as flat as dark spots of ink. And she 
pounds the air with her hand to get a cab. 


It’s a new feeling, this thinking in the 
morning. I have it too, although I don’t tell 
her. It’s like probing with my tonguc after the 
rool canal clamps are unscrewed. Or maybe 


Continued on page 10 
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GREENPEACE 


IS NOW EXPANDING OUR STAFF. 


WE ARE SEEKING ENERGETIC 
PEOPLE WHO ARE COMMITTED 
TO PROTECTING MOTHER 
EARTH. GREAT FULL-TIME 
BENEFITS AND OPPORTUNITIES. 
PART-TIME JOBS ARE ALSO 
AVAILABLE. 


CALL 

LISA 
OR 

Rick 


LifeCourse Counseling Center 


(formerly Lifeline Counseling Center) 
SPRINGFIELD, MA 
AMHERST, MA 
(413)253-2822 
INDIVIDUAL & COUPLES THERAPY 
FOR LESBIANS, GAYS, & BISEXUALS 


LESBIAN ACOA THERAPY GROUP 
CENERAL LESBIAN THERAPY GROUP 
CHEMICAL ADDICTION RECOVERY PROGRAM 


POLICY STATEMENT 

The Valley Women's Voice, a monthly 
feminist newsjournal, welcomes women's wril- 
ings, poetry, graphics, and photography that reflect 
a feminist commitment to the empowerment of all 
women. We aim to communicate and strengthen 
bonds between women by making them visible in 
our pages. 

The Valley Women's Voice is produced on 
a collective, consensus, volunteer basis. We often 
do not agree with all opinions expressed in the 
Voice by individual authors, but we accept re- 
sponsibility for choosing to print everything in the 
paper. 

CONTRIBUTION GUIDELINES 

The Valley Women’s Voice welcomes let- 
lers, essays, narratives, interviews, newsbriefs, 
poems, short stories, cartoons, graphics, and 
photographs. Written submissions should be 3 to 
5 pages typed, double spaced. Your name, address, 
and phone number must be enclosed with all 
materials so that we may verify submissions and/ 
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Hours: 

Mondays 6 am - 11am 
Tues - Fri 6 am - 1:30 pm 
Sat, Sun 7 am -2 pm 
Phone: (413) 323-6175 
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Together 
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14k,18 k and Platinum 


silverscape clesigns 
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or contact you to discuss any necessary editorial 
changes. A short biographical statement is also 
appreciated. An author who, for reasons of con- 
fidentiality, docs not wish her name to be printed 
should indicate this when submitting items. Please 
encloseaSASEif you would like materials retumed 
to you.All major editorial changes are made in 
conjunction with the author. However, we reserve 
the right to make minor editorial corrections to 
submissions for purposes of clarity and space 
constraints. Although we cannot afford to pay 
contributors, we do send a complimentary copy of 
the issue in which your item appears. 

Send submissions to: Valley Women's 
Voice, 321 Student Union Building, University of 
Massachusetts, Amherst, MA 01003. If you have 
ideas for future articles, or are not sure how your 
particular interests and talents may add to the 
paper, call us and let’s discuss the possibilities. 
Our number is (413)545-2436. 

CALENDAR & ANNOUNCEMENT 
LISTINGS 


Letter to the Community 


This summer, the Valley Women's 
Voice is printing a collection of fiction for the 
months of July and August, as we promised 
earlier in the year. We tried to get some 
variety, within our limited space. As you'll 
see, one or two of these stories are made for 
“light” reading. But most of the pieces that 
were selected are more thoughtful, a little 
more serious, and could use a slower reading. 
Take some time and see how you enjoy them. 

Because thisisa fiction issue, we don’t 
have The Witches Bookshelf this summer. 
Look for its return in the fall, as well as that 
of Survivor’s Circle. JC Tibbo had already 
headed out to the Michigan Womyn’s Music 
Festival by the time Editorial Board met, so 
she didn’t have enough time to compile the 
column. 

For the September issue, we are hoping 
to pull together an issue on the so-called 
“p.c.” debate. More specifically, the Voice 
would like to investigate the current anti- 
“p.c.” backlash to explore issues of actual and 

(claimed “censorship”, repression of feminist 


The Valley Women’s Voice would like to 
print announcements and publicize events of in- 
terest to women. Listings are free and should be 
kept to 5 lines in length. (Items will be edited to fit 
space conswaints.) Announcements for non-profit 
organizations willbe give preference and additional 
space when it is available. 

We request that Calendar listings provide 
the following information: name, date, time, and 
location of the event; cost of attending the event 
(sliding scale? work exchange?), the sponsor of 
the event and recipient of proceeds, if any; a 
statment about accessibility for disabled women 
(wheelchair accessible? ASL interpreted?); aphone 
number where inquiries may be directed. 

Individuals and organizations may request 
thata photograph be printed along with a Calendar 
listing. A nominal fee is charged to cover printing 
costs. Only black-and-white photographs can be 
accepted. Due to space constraints, we may not be 
able to accept all photographs for publication, and 
preference willbe giventonon-profitorganizations, 
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political criticism and appropriation of radi- 
cal language by reactionary individuals, 
groups, and institutions (although it doesn’t 
end there). Does challenging each other's 
beliefs constitute repressive political correct- 
ness? At what point? If one loudly denies 
mainstream viewpoints, demands that they 
be revised, does that constitute censorship? 
What about demanding that certain feminist 
belicfs be revised? Does the original leftist 
usage of “political correctness” to name the 
practice of valuing political surface over sub- 
stance have any relation to the current reac- 
uionary “p.c.” scare? If so, how? How does 
the current anti- "p.c.” taboo against denounc- 
ing power structures affect discussion and 
thought in the universities? In women’s ev- 
eryday lives? In the realm of public policy? 
Do you think we’re asking the wrong ques- 
tions? Write to us and tell us what you think. 

Also planned for the fall: the long- 
promised issue on women’s health; women’s 
Spirituality (critics of New Age mentality 
welcome!) ; women and the law. Keep that in 
mind and keep cool. 

A good summer to you all 

from the Valley Women's Voice 


Women's Shoes, Clothing & Accessories 
Zanna + 187 North Pleasant Street « Amherst 
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Newsbriefs 


NATIONAL 


N.Y. Ruling Supports Benefits For 
Domestic Partners: A New York Statc ap- 
peals court recently ruled that lesbian and gay 
teachers have legal standing to win a dis- 
crimination lawsuit against the city of New 
York. The suit charges the city with violating 
its own anti-discrimination statutes by refus- 
ing to grant health benefit coverage for les- 
bian and gay teachers’ partners. The Board of 
Education immediately appealed the ruling. 
The decision came four years after the suit 
was filed by three teachers seeking coverage 
for their domestic partners. The United Fed- 
eration of Teachers, the largest local teach- 
ers’ union in the U.S., is on record as sup- 
porting the struggle against anti-lesbian and - 
gay discrimination.(Workers World Service, 
5/22/92) 


Anti-Homosexuality Ordinance in 
Springfield, Oregon: In a May election, the 
city of Springfield, Oregon passed an anti- 
homosexual city charter amendment. The 
day after, acity councilman requested alist of 
book purchases from the director of the pub- 
lic library. A representative from Oregon 
Citizens Alliance (OCA), a group that cam- 
paigns against lesbian and gay rights, said 
they would use the list to look for books on 
lesbian and gay lifestyles, such as ‘‘Daddy’s 
Roommate” and “Heather Has Two 
Mommies” which was written by local au- 
thor Leslea Newman. The OCA isalso seeking 
signatures for a state constitutional amend- 
ment which would declare homosexuality to 
be “abnormal, wrong, unnatural, and per- 
verse’. This amendment would mandate that 
sac agencies and schools set standards rec- 
ognizing such status. If they gather enough 
signatures, this referendum will be on the 
ballot in November.(Activists Mailing List, 
5/28/92) 


First National Conference of Latino 
Lesbiansand Gay Men: E] PrimerEncuentro 
Nacional, the first nationwide conference for 
Latino lesbians and gay men, was held in 
Houston on the weekend of May 21-25. Over 
350 people attended the conference in order 
to discuss issues affecting the Latino gay and 
lesbian communities such as limited access 
to health care, disproportionate risk of HIV 
infection and conflicts with family and reli- 
gious values. A youth caucus was formed by 

many of the young people who attended. This 
Caucus is to be included on the national board 
of directors of the National Latino Lesbian 
and Gay Organization which sponsored the 


ae World Service, 5/291 


__ Cops Attack March For Human 
Rights: Without provocation, New York 
City police attacked a demonstration held on 
May 19 tocommemorate the 67th anniversary 
of Malcolm X's birth and 19 march to the 
United Nationsto protest human ri ghts viola- 
tions against all Oppressed People. The pro- 
testers planned to submit a petition to the 
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U.N. secretary general charging the U.S. with 
genocide. Their intention was to make known 
to all nations the social and economic depri- 
vation of African American, Latino, Asian 
and Native American people. The protesters 
broke up into three groups in order to con- 
verge on the U.N. Police then attacked without 
waming and arrested some of the leaders. 
The marchers regrouped for another rally and 
marched to One Police Plaza to demand the 
release of those arrested.(Workers World 
Service, 5/22/92) 


Native American and Chicano Pris- 
oners Start Hunger Strike: Native 
American and Chicano prisoners at the state 
prison in Decp Lodge, Montana began a 
hunger strike on May 25 to protest homicide 
charges against 14 prisoners following a 
September 22 uprising in the prison. The 
strike is also aimed at focusing attention on 
racist discrimination and violence and inhu- 
mane living conditions. A newsrelease issued 
by the American Indian Movement stated: 
“The charges are a deliberate cover up for 
corrections officers who provoked the riots in 
an effort to improve their hazardous duty pay 
and benefits. There is no physical evidence 
against the defendants.” According to the 
AIMnews release, after therebellion prisoners 
were tortured by guards and then denied 
prompt medical attention.(Workers World 
Service, 6/5/92) 


U.S. Plots Further Attacks On Iraq: 
According to areportin the May 27 New York 
Times, the U.S. is leading a destabilization 
campaign to flood Iraq’s economy with vast 
amounts of counterfeit currency. This report 
corroborates acomplaint Iraq made ina letter 
to the United Nations dated May 6. Iraqi 
troops pulled out of Kuwaitin February 1991. 
Since then, the U.S.-imposed economic 
blockade has caused the deaths of thousands 

more Iraqis, especially children.(Workers 
World Service, 6/5/92) 


Yet Another Reason to Boycott 
Domino’s: When Domino’s warehouse 
drivers in Connecticut recently tried to 
unionize, half of the pro-union employees 
were fired and anti-union messages were 
scratched on theircars while they were parked 
on company-guarded lots. The drivers said 
they were made to drive up toa hundred hours 
a week, increasing their accident rate and 
violating federal law. They were then ordered 
to falsify the log books required by the De- 
partment of Transportation. The National 
Labor Relations Board has filed a complaint 
against Domino’s. The company told work- 
ers that unions will not be tolerated.(Labor 
Notes, 5/22/92) 


Pentagon Moves Threaten Cuba: 
During the first three weeks of May, U.S. 
military exercises involving 30,000 troops 
took place in the Caribbean. They included 
simulated attacks on Cuba and scenarios for 
“humanitarian interventions”. In recent 
months, several top military officers, in- 
cluding Gen. Colin Powell and Adm. Leon A. 
Edney, have visited the U.S. military base in 
Guantanamo, Cuba. Such visits have not 
occured since the 1962 Cuban Missile Crisis. 
Adm. Edney, head of the U.S. Atlantic Com- 
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mand, has visited Guantanamo five times in 
the past few months and has been quoted as 
saying, “Cuba constitutes the greatest threat 
to U.S. security in the Atlantic.” Powell said 
he and Edney were discussing a military 
response to a possible future Cuban attack on 
anuclear power plantat Turkey Point, Florida. 
Cuba is under constant threat of U.S. provo- 
cation and intervention. For this reason the 
Cuban people are constantly preparing for 
their defense. Tunnel shelters are being built 
all over the country in case of a U.S. 
auack.(Workers World Service, 5/29/92) 


Peg Averill 


U.S. - Mexico Border Violence: Ina 
report released on June 2, 1992, The Ameri- 
cas Watch (adivision of Human Rights Watch) 
concluded that the U.S. Immigration and 
Naturalization Service(INS) has systemati- 
cally violated the human rights of undocu- 
mented migrants along the border with 
Mexico. The report charges that beatings, 


‘rough physical treatment and racially moti- 


vated verbal abuse by the Border Patrol and 
INS agents are routine. Further violations 
include unjustified shootings, torture and 
sexual abuse. Investigations of such abuses 


are almost always perfunctory, resulting in 


no punishment of offending agents. Ameri- 
cas Watch has a reputation for being an arm 
of the U.S. State Dept., specializing in attack- 
ing socialist countries. This report condemn- 
ing the U.S. is unprecedented. The report 
concluded that the Bushadministration’s lack 
of response to complaints about the INS 
ranks it alongside the world’s harshest 
governments.(Activists Mailing List 6/4/92, 
Workers World Service 615/92) 


INTERNATIONAL 


Irish Freedom Fighter Comes Out: 
Imprisoned Irish independence fighter Brendi 
McCienaghan recently came out asa gay man 
in an article published by An Gl” r Gafa (The 
Captive Voice), a quarterly magazine written 
by Irish Republican prisoners. He demanded 
the right of lesbians and gay men to be “‘vis- 
ible equal partners” in the liberation struggle. 
According to sources in Ireland, the reaction 
to McClenaghan’s article has been positive, 
resulting in greater unity in the fight against 
the British occupation of Northern Ireland. 
Letters to McClenaghan can be sent to: 
A1049, D-Wing, H-Block 5, The Maze, 
County Antrim, Ireland. (Workers World 
Service, 5/15/92) 


Nicaragua Passes Sodomy Law: On 
June 11, 1992, UNO forces in the Nicaraguan 
National Assembly passed a repressive sod- 
omy law despite efforts of the Sandinista bloc 
to fight the passage of the law. A 43 to 39 vote 
passed the law which is particularly harsh on 
those with “disciplinary or commanding 
power” such as tutors, teachers, guardians or 
bosses who can be charged with illegitimate 
seduction, a crime which means a sentence of 
3 to 7 years in prison. The punishment for 
those convicted of sodomy who are notin the 


above category is 1 to 3 years in prison. 
President Violeta Barrios de Chamorro has to 
ratify the law by July 11, 1992 in order for it 
to become part of the Nicaraguan Penal Code. 
Chamorro is known for her opposition to 
feministand gay/lesbian movements in Nica- 
ragua. The Nicaraguan Center for Constitu- 
tional Rights plans to challenge the law be- 
fore the Supreme Court if it becomes 
ratified.(Activists Mailing List, 6/19/92) 


U.S. Leaves Behind Polluted Bases 
in Phillipines: As the International Earth 
Summit took place in Brazil, Filipino envi- 
ronmentalists called attention to the environ- 
mental damage caused by the U.S. military at 
the Clark Air Base and the Subic Naval Base. 
Contamination has been identified at both 
sites bul the extent of the damage is not yet 
known. Both bases have environmental 
problems due to underground storage tanks 
and fire-fighting training facilities that do not 
meet U.S. standards. In addition, Subic does 
not have a complete sewer system or treat- 
ment facility. Both sewage and waste waters 
are discharged into Subic Bay. Lead from 
ship repairs drain directly into the bay or are 
buried in a landfill. Subic’s power plant con- 
tains known amounts of PCB’s and emits 
untreated pollutants into the air..Corrective 
measures have been estimated at $12.7 mil- 
lion but the U.S. has made no indication that 
it is willing to provide any money. It just so 
happens that the agreement between the 
Phillippines and the U.S. states that the U.S. 
is not required to return the bases to the 
Phillippines in their original 
condition.(Foreign Bases Project, Activists 
Mailing List, 6/9/92) 


Danish Feminist Action Against 
Upjohn Subsidiary: In honor of Interna- 
tional Women’s Day, women in Denmark 
attacked the site of Ericavej, a subsidiary of 
Upjohn pharmaceutical company. They glued 
the locks and covered’ the lower part of the 
building with red paintand graffiti to symbol- 
ize the blood from women’s bodies for which 
Upjohn is responsible. Upjohn is the maker 
of Depo-provera, a dangerous contraceptive 
used mostly in Third World countries as an 
instrument of population policy by such or- 
ganizations as the IMF and the World Bank. 
In Europe, Depo-provera is used against 
mentally ill, disabled and foreign women. 
The contraceptive is in general use in 
Greenland.(Feminist Newsfeed, Activists 
Mailing List, 6/8/92) 


Trafficking in Women Shifts to 
Eastern Europe: According to a report 
commissioned by the Dutch Foreign Minis- 
iry, the number of women sold as prostitutes 
to the Netherlands runs into the thousands. 
Until recently, this trafficking in women 
mainly affected Third World women, par- 
ticularly Southeast Asians. Now traffickers 
are shifting their attention to Eastern European 
women. According to Rotterdam police of- 
ficer Peter De Winter, this shift is occuring 
because“Eastem European women don’tneed 
a visa for the Netherlands, and a bus ticket 
from Prague is much cheaper than a flight 
licket from Bogota.” De Winter also added 
that Dutch men prefer white women. Lisa 
Hofman , of the Foundation Against Traf- 
ficking in Women, says that trafficking cases 
are nota high priority for police and women 
who are brave cnough to lodge a complaint 
have to provide all of the evidence themselves. 
In the Netherlands, efforts are under way to 
broaden the definition of trafficking toinclude 
the trade in brides and servant girls as well as 
the exploitation of illegal migrants.(/nter 
Press Service, Activisis Mailing List, 6/19/ 
92) 
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Charybdis +. 


by Elisabeth Rose 


Whirlpools had frightened Dorey fora 

long time, even though she’d never seen one 
more violent than the maelstrom in a toilet, 
and she never swam. Her resurgent preoccu- 
pation with whirlpools seemed more than just 
late-night morbid dormitory talk, but her 
doctor had assured her that litde threatened 
physically, except for a whirring pinch under 
her sternum anda sometime fizz of dizziness. 
As she sat in the window of ‘‘Anna’s Ark,” 
where she worked part-time making and scll- 
ing stuffed animals, dolls and monsters, she 
dressed Rickie Bear and stood him beside a 
Rickie Bear-sized table, posing his paw be- 
side a teacup Loo small for him really, but of 
asize accurate enough to convey the scene— 
a bear tea party—and the philosophy attrac- 
tive to small children that Anna had taught 
her. Toy bears have a life, yes, toy bears have 
preferences, they prefer to be loved, handled, 
set up to be admired, and they dread being 
covered with dust, or crushed in a toy box 
under a broken miniature fire engine, or sub- 
jected to exploratory surgery, and they hate 
the kind of taunting that involves blows to the 
snout, a tumble down the stairs, or a forced 
boink with a baby doll—as she orchestrated 
this rhetorically philosophical tea party scenc 
on the stage of the store window, she felt the 
threat. It opened beneath her as though the 
radon radiation of the rock strata under the 
Store began to spin, drawing along with it the 
electrons in the brick and cement and fiber- 
glass and petroleum-based fabrics of the carpet 
and in the fibers of the creatures themselves. 
Then the whirlpool was inside her, an indig- 
nily, a paroxysm of panic, a suctioning of the 
breath, a roar of water or air or atoms that 
erased the mind of of every precious indi- 
vidual thought. Possibly whirlpools held no 
significance and she was only noticing pat- 
terns: spheroids, cycloids, ellipses, rings, 
loops, semicircles, the spirals on the backs of 
the heads of the little kids coming in the store, 
making them look as though their mothers 
deposited them in the world spinning the way 
soft ice cream twirled from the machine. So 
she found herself wondering as she squatted 
in the display window balancing Margie 
Ptarmigan and her chicks on colored card- 
board boxes, did those spirals on kids’ heads 
tum one way above the equator, and the other 
way below? Were they caused by the birth 
canal, the way the barrel of a rifle scores the 
bullet, or were they genetically stamped 
whorls like those on her fingers? 

Dorey told herself it was low blood 
pressure; her doctor had explained something 
about dizziness from low blood pressure, or 
from panic—an adrenaline attack on the 
atrium scent too much blood to the Jungs, 
hyperventilation without the panting. Lean- 
ing companionably on a snowshoe hare, she 
decided to calm down and enjoy her work. 
“Anna’s Ark” was her daily retreat, a kind of 
capitalistic salvation, a place that promised a 
market for her mania. It sustained both her 
and her devotion to stuffed art. Anna bought 
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her materials, gave her space to work right in 
the store. She intervened with her teachers at 
the university where Dorey was an art major 
so that she was allowed to paint on a stuffed 
fish instead of a canvas, and tum in a soft- 
sculpted pony for her graphic design project. 
Anna even had a guest room for Dorey, her 
discovery, an cighteen-ycar-old who had 
walked in with a handmade frog and purple 
monster in a brown paper bag and said, “If I 
make stuffed animals like these will you sell 
them?” 

Dorey’s roommate Heather had a habit 
of dropping in to chat when all Dorey wanted 
to do in the shop was lose herself in the fake 
fur. On weekends when Heather left campus 
to visit her baby son, Elki, who lived with 
Heather’s mother, she brought him to the 
store as though she didn’t know what else to 
do with him. During summer vacation she 
had cven brought himand her mother there on 
her way home from the hospital with Elki 
barely five days old, and that was the day 
when Dorey first feared that whirlpoolsmight 
seek her and suck her down. 


“Hellocooo,” Heather’s mother had 
said. “Heather insists we buy a welcome 
home gift.” She breezed by Dorey smelling 
of lemons and aerosol antiperspirant, bus- 
uling and antiseptic, as though all the world 
were warmly bamlike, and yet she was what 
Dorey’s mother would have called a “dirt 
bag,” not becauscofany particular filth present 
but because of a certain absence, a lack of 
educational, financial and aesthetic resources. 
Heather’s mother wore high-heeled sandals, 
sweat pants, anda T-shirt with a faded pastel 
and silver unicom silk-screened on it. She 
could not afford the brushed-cotton navy and 
white pant suit Dorey’s mother wore this 
fashion season, nor did she have the savvy to 
desire it. While Heather’s mother disappeared 
behind the jungle collection—great apes, 
limp-spined cheetahs, zebras, and giraffes 
and ostriches with their necks protectively 
encased in clear plastic braces—Heather 
swayed, her face blue and bloated, her new- 
born son like a deflated football in the crook 
of her arm. Without speaking, she watched 
Dorey finish hanging a stained-glass mobile 
of hummingbirds. 

Doing the displays was tedious, 
meticulous,absorbing. Unless someone 
stopped outside and stared, she rarely noticed 
the passers-by, the weather silenced by a 
quarter-inch of glass, the traffic tunneling 
through its own smog, or the time, which 
passed her like a cat on the edge of a yard, 
pausing scurrying, hiding. But when people 
inside the store stopped to watch Dorey or 
talk to her while she cut paper, inhaled marker 
fumes, propped dolls and Grengakons and 
Kolduds and kangaroos, scattered plastic 
grass, and dangled paper stars, she grew 
intolerably self-conscious, aware of how she 
must look, bulky and towering in the square 
window, even if she was working witha life- 
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size walrus. When people looked at her, she 
felt too tall, large-boned, doughy in the hips 
and she promised herself to take her mother’s 
advice and make diet soda, cottage cheese 
and rice cakes part of her regular fare. “I must 
look like a caribou in here,” she said, al- 
though her audience was only a tired and 
oddly puffy-jowled Heather. “Did you get 
my flowers?” she said. 

Dorey climbed out of the window to 
look at Heather’s baby, who wasn’t swaddled 
but sprawled tinily wearing a sporty T-shir, 
striped jogging shorts and socks. One impos- 
sibly frail and flaccid leg draped Heather’s 
arm, and his flat face pressed a groove for 
itself in the side of Heather’s well-ripened 
chest. “What's he doing in the world so 
soon?” Dorey said brightly, aware that her 
joviality was only a match-light to the gloom 
of thunderheads in Heather’s eyes. Heather 
was not just unusually quiet, but poleaxcd. 

“Soon?” she said. “It took twenty-two 
hours.” 

“I was going to visit,” Dorey said. 
“You're out so soon.” She couldn't take her 
eyes from the frightful crust of a red human, 
awad of spit, a tiny twist of an invalid with all 
the appcal of a wet sock, as precious as a 
severed hand. “‘He looks like an embryonic 
marsupial in want of a pouch,” she said cau- 
tiously, knowing that the brazenly morbid 
sometimes uplifted Heather. 

Darkly relieved, Heather asked Dorey 
if she knew any trustworthy wallabies, and 
mused on the possibility of a possum. 

“You’re lucky you have your mother,” 
Dorey said, unnerved by the set of Heather’s 
eyebrows, not quite drawn together in anger, 
but somehow protruding as if to block rain 
from washing off her eyes, which looked 
more like blank eyes painted on closed ‘ids, 
an eene trick. Heather’s mother, at the far 
side of an aisle of stuffed dragons, dinosaurs 
and other monsters, fell into a loud conversa- 
tion with a customer who had her twin boys 
with her. At the sight of the runny-nosed duo, 
Heather’s eyes did not brighten with the 
thought that she was lucky to have just one 
child, but glowered with a deep-seated re- 
sentment on behalf of all mothers, igniting 
her latent blend of coprolalia and 
schadenfreude; the more sensitive, delicate 
and inappropriate the situation--such as the 
birth of a shiny new human--the more likely 
Heather was to mention that her breasts were 
so heavy in the hospital that she actually 
ripped her T-shirt when she sneezed. Heather 
showed herself to be a fiery expert on flatu- 
lence, claiming that during her confinement 
she had schemed of publishing a thin book 
that categorized all the different types of 
farts, complete with flow charts. She said she 
had to have a special bra made, a size G, 
which stood for gigantic. Lifting Elki along- 
side her left breast, she showed Dorey that 
each breast alone was bigger than her baby. 
She wanted to order her size G bra with 
pouches in the cups to stuff the baby into, 
with a little hole at the nipple for his mouth. 
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She figured she might as well strap him on 
with the bra. When he got a little older he 
could lounge on onc breast and put his feet up 
on the other, kind of a fleshy Art Linkletter 
contour chair. “You'd think jactation would 
make you feel more fulfilled as a woman,” 
Heather said, “especially when the milk first 
comes in and you can fuel the whole NBA 
with your chest. But actually I’ve achieved 
manhood - I can write my name in the snow 
without doing an elaborate squat. And, using 
both at once, I can write my first and last 
names at the same time. Cursive or print. 
Cross the T,” she said, demonstrating adroitly 
without tipping Elki too roughly. She had 
plans to train her mother’s cat to stay off the 
furniture by going topless and spritzing him 
whenever he misbehaved. 

Dorey laughed wanly, sensing that they 
no longer had anything in common, their 
shared atlitudes and confidences had been 
discarded with the placenta, wet, forgettable, 
somchow rotten, their shared memories tossed 
in a hasty clastic sack of perishable vitality. 
However, when they next saw each other in 
theircanary-ycllow cement-block dorm room 
glutted with cardboard boxes and garbage 
bags full of clothes, Heather was restored to 
prepregnancy self, except for an occasionally 
laccrated expression and knowledgeably bit- 
terreferencesto the difficulties of motherhood, 
but only as though she had a weary older 
sister who had told her all about it. 

Although Dorey had known other girls 
who had children before the age of twenty, 
she still hadn’t learned what to say to a new 
young mother, nor was shc interested in ask- 
ing questions, as though motherhood didn’t 
apply to her, was not in her life’s scheme. 
Heather’s amusing breast monody, rather than 
drawing upon Dorey’s empathy, lifted her to 
a shadowy balcony from where she could 
objectively recognize a smoldering beneath 
thejokes, which finally seemed to tire Heather. 
From her distant perch equipped with a sew- 
ing machine, fabric bolts and countless cloth 
faces, Dorey heard an inner narrator speak 
over Heather’s plaint and say, “In youth and 
agony we’re at our most animal.” Dorey saw 
how twenty-two hours of anguish topped off 
with forceps and sleepless nights grew like 
glossy fur or moss, giving a greasy sheen to 
Heather’s newly-aging cheeks, making her 
look like all the other new mothers Dorey had 
ever seen, a pitiful species. The young moth- 
ers Dorey knew had eyes smoked over as 
though each contraction had been a breath on 
a flame, so that by the time the baby ripped 
into the world the woman’s previous life was 
a heap of gray coals which, over the months, 
slumped upon themselves in thimblefuls of 
ash. How each of them went on from there 
was as varied as storms. She saw it too some- 
times in women passing by the front window, 
and sometimes they came in, a mother witha 
newborn just a freckle of a human, or with 
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by Batya Weinbaum 

1. 

Claudette Swoonz looked up as soon as 
{entered the cooling dental office. She uttered 
my name questioningly, raising her voice and 
one eyebrow. I couldn’t miss the chance to 
flirt with her the way I do with bank tellers, 
cashiers and Burger King attendants who— 
when I am wearing my sailor cap with a brim 
and safari vest—also unknowingly flirt back, 
thinking that I am a man. 

“Claudette, how did you know?” I 
feigned a gasp. “It’s been two months, and 
youremember me?” Resting elbow on counter 
and chin in hand, I looked down. “Tell me,” 1 
asked teasingly, “do youremember the names 
of all your patients, or just me?” 

Embarrassed, Claudette averted her 
gaze. “Well, I had this cheat-sheet, see,” she 
confessed. 

“Oh, the appoinument book, well,” I 
tured away. I removed my elbow from the 
counter. 

Claudette smiled as she rose from her 
seat, dimpling. “Come with me.” 

Not a difficult command. I'd follow 
Claudette Swoonz anywhere. It was her 
cheerleader-like, wavy, slightly plum-tinted 
shoulder length hair. Hertortoise shell glasses. 
Her white sheer hose, and her solid white 
nursing shoes. How did she keep them from 
getting dirty? I was mesmerized and absorbed 
by her cleanliness. She was so tidy. And her 
clothes—hard to describe, actually, except 
they had the cut of the old candy striper 
uniform my mother still keeps in the dark 
labyrinths of her basement as arcmembrance 
of me. 

And those dark eyelashes—they re- 
minded me of somebody I knew, every time I 
came to the office. But for the life of me I 
could never remember who. 

Obediently, I followed Claudette 
Swoonz down the hall adorned with 
modemesque paintings barely distinguish- 
able from one another and not made by any- 


onelknew. Wemade the last tum, Claudette 
clutching my chart to her breast, under left 
elbow. BeforeI hadevena minute to getmy 
bearings, she had strapped me into a plump 
over-ripened beige patent leather chair. 
Immediately I saw I had a view of Old 
Trusty, my truck, which I had painted with 
silver moons and stars and golden labryses. 
Claudette, used to caring for my needs 
down to the smallest detail, pulled the bam- 
boo shade in the window half shut to shield 
my eyes from the sun’s intensity. Soon I 
was semi-zoned into a tape deck hearing 
strains of Brahms’ violin music. 

“Now, now,” Claudette said through 
the music, before I could shut my eyes and 
with leisure begin contemplating the corre- 
spondence over my work with various edi- 
tors, “have you been flossing and brush- 
ing?” 

My mouth filled with Claudette’s 
utensils, I did what I could. I nodded yes. 

“Because no matter how much scal- 
ing and creeping and probing and toning we 
do here, at greatcostto you,” here Claudette 
paused to take stock, “if you don’t—” 

Here] faded out, luiled by the Brahms 
violins and the sound of the bamboo shade 
flapping, and at first my relaxed retinas 
replayed how J had rolled on the grass only 
a few moments before, celebrating an ac- 
ceptance letter abouta very important piece 
of fiction, which had said my work was 
“funny, blunt, and...” I opened my cyes 
quickly, justto catcha glimpse of Claudette, 
and as I faded into arevery, I thought I saw 
a familiar moon-shaped face emerging. 


2. 

Slowly I recognized the face of Molly 
Swish. My high school girlfriend. Yes she 
too had become a dental hygienist, at her 
boyfriend’s insistence. When I first went to 
Queensvale, a girl’s school in the suburbs 
of Detroit, Michigan, I was fleeing anti- 
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semitism. I was coming from a small 
midwestem town where neither I nor my fam- 
ily was ready to deal with being called ‘for- 
eigners.’ I opened my eyes and saw Claudette 
again. Bored from being in the chair with her 
things in my mouth so I couldn't flirt, I began 
recalling how Molly and ! had first crossed 
paths. Like Claudette and I, we had seemed 
almost destined to meet. By the time my friend’s 
mother had made arrangements to have me 
thrown out of the Elk’s Club, to which I had 
comeona birthday party invitation, my parents 
began to express desires for me to go away to 
school to “get a better education.” This hap- 
pened in hushed tones around the dinner table. 
Since [had no idea what this might mean, such 
dropped hints and gentle proddings seldom 
developed into real conversation. We would 
continue with dinner in silence, out of respect 
for my mother’s true art form, this ritualistic 
evening event. 

But I did go, the year after pennies were 
literally thrown at me on the playground for 
daring to hold hands with and then break up 
with a boyfriend. The natives considered this 
audacious fora female; my audacity was tied to 
my being Jewish. Perhaps anti-semitism was 
the force that drew us together. The draw was 
unconscious, unnamed, unformed. She had 
long black hair, always loose—white skin, 
very white, never showing color. And what 
lashes. To Molly, audaciousness and eroticism 
were permitted. Within a few months of my 


arrival, this intriguing Jewess and I were doing 
everything we could think of together. 

Yes, I thought, as Claudette removed her 
utensils and let me spit because I had so vocif- 
erously gurgled, Molly and I had first met in 
Algebraclass. Iremembered itall as Claudette’s 
silver tools were thrust back in. We came in 
together when we tied for first place deriving 
some sort of mathematical problem. And Mrs. 
Swenson, oh that wonderful Mrs. Swenson, 
first clasped our hands together and raised 
them up in front of everyone. Little did that 
Junior math teacher guess what clse would 
unite. We did the rest. 

Oh yes, I thought, as Claudette stretched 
out one of those pieces of thin rubber called a 
dental dam to put over a place that gave her 
particular trouble, from that first day in math 
class, we were inseparable. We skipped field 
hockey class, leaving puck chasing to the day 
girls, and in our green pleated tunics, we would 
wander through the woods, hiding in special 
spots known only to boarders. We'd come 
back to supper, smelling of pine cones and 
eidelberries after sitting together on a rock, 
giggling over whether rocks had square roots 
like negative one. 

And we’d walk to and fro from class, 
holding hands. We’d study for exams, and read 
William Blake and Chaucer, sometimes all 
through the night. We wrote editorials for the 
school paper, and the one against mandatory 
church got us summoned to the office of the 
Headmistress. There we were told, all you had 
todo was letinacouple of Jews and they'd take 
over like the Mafia. Yes, the quota against us 
had been lifted for us two, but didn’t we think 
for one minute what this headline would do to 
contributing alumnac? 

After such a scolding, we abandoned all 
convention and became wilder. One moonlit 
night we took the rowboat across the lake, and 
left it there on the other side where, scantily 
dressed in our gym uniforms, we’d walk through 
Statues and gates and what seemed like man- 


sions. We snuggled together, back near the 
lake, in the gardens, and listened to the fish 
bubble and the ducks glide past and the lily 
pads breathing as I took her face in my hands 
under the moonlight and kissed her, and we 
lay together in the grass reading Chaucer, 
Blake and other romantic poctiy. 

It was shortly after that moonlit night 
that Molly decided to marry Jimmy. Right 
after we exchanged vows on that—was it a 
Wordsworth line? “Now that I have loved 
you one whole day?” I don’t know why, but 
Jimmy decided Molly should become a den- 
tal hygienist, because she could support him 
through law school making steady money. 
How could Jimmy use her beauty and genius? 
She was a poet. 

I broke curfew that night and went out 
and walked and walked, past our favorite 
sacred rock, the other side of the lake where 
we had read poetry together and dropped the 
rowboat. I even wandered into Mrs. 
Swenson’s Classroom and wrote I] LOVE 
YOU MOLLY SWISH in great big letters on 
the blackboard. J ran out and slept in a bed of 
pine cones and eidelberries, wishing I’d stayed 
in my home town and never been exposed to 
all of... 


3. 

“Ouch!” 

“Claudette,” I gurgled, and asked her to 
stop and remove the dental dam from my 
mouth, “You hurt me.” Internally I continued 
to reminisce. And then, I thought I’d ask her: 
“Claudette, do you like Chaucer and 
Wordsworth and Milton?” She looked con- 
fused. ‘I mean, “ I covered, “what's it like to 
be a dental hygienist, to do the same thing 
every day—are you happy?” 

Atfirst Claudette did not answer. “Well, 
I like,” her voice turned way down, and she 


averted her eyes from me and stared at the 
plant, and then shifted her attention to the 


shade. She pulled it the rest of the way down. 
“T like working with the kids,” pause “and 
then there’s new people every day,” pause 
again. “Yah, I’m happy , why not?” She 
looked up. “‘And I like eaming enough to buy 
a sailboat for summers on the lake.” She 
opened the shade, and there was Old Trusty, 
silhouetted by the mountains. 

Claudette then took charge, and tured 
the conversation to the advantage to the ad- 
vantage of tape over floss, and I looked up, 
awed by her professional diligence and 
knowledge. I knew it was her dedication that 
would save me hundreds and thousands of 
dollars in peridontial health care work. Obe- 
ciently [looked up on the wall and wondered, 
was I really at that stage? Were my teeth 
really black and brown and crumbling? And 
was I really willing to let my tecth rot, just to 
see Claudette more frequently? ; 

Finally, Claudette showed mea mirror, 
saying, sec, I’m all done. Now you just brush 
and floss. Sure, I answered, still in a daze, 
why not. 

The dentist came in, since my dearest 
Claudctte had primed me, and stuck his phal- 
lic syringe right in. I squirmed. Claudette’s 
white nursing shoes clicked and her hose 
swished out. I wondered if I’d ever sce her 
tortoise shell glasses again, unless a tooth fell 
oul. 

“Where’s Claudette?” I sat up, as the 
nasty novocaine shot through me. 

“She’s gone out.” 

“What,” I exclaimed, shoving his 
gnarled hand away from my mouth, wanting 
Claudette’s smooth touch. 

“Relax, I meant, lie down, here, Ict’s 
put this chair back. She’s gone to another 
patient,” a very gentle dental assistant in to 
handle the situation cooed to me. “Well, we 
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dreaming i see you 


dreaming i see you 
throw me a bag 

of kisses 

from a fleeing train 
kisses that turn 

to knives in 

my hand 

kisses that flame 
between my legs 


by a brook i see you 
refusing to come up 
swallowing lies 
beneath an opaque 
surface 

and it’s sad to see 
you giving up your 
body 


in the snow i find 
traces of you 

like campfires in 
my soul 

cigarette burns 

on my tongue 
dead volcanoes in 
cavities of 

flesh 


—Cynthia Hendershot 


Lubbock, Texas 


Poetry 


edited by Mary Drews 


ECLIPSE 


There was an eclipse 

which people could see in Hawaii, 

but all we got was a bite taken out of the sun 
and a sky weakening to silver for a few minutes, 
and then the prairie purple ironweed 

started glowing and the bite 

was replaced. 


So | missed the major event, 

but here | am on a hospital gurney 
looking at a sonogram: 

a large round black spot 
surrounded by a bright corona. 
The sun 

is within me. 


—Elizabeth R. Curry 
Slippery Rock, Pennsylvania 


CRAZY LIZA DECLARES HER WORLD VIEW 
TO A MACHO POET 


What you call my “cartoon view” 
is a serious delight in utterance: 
an orange peel in the jewelry box; 
cat fur among the geraniums 
Hungarian swans swimming 
to the tune of decaffeinated piano playing, 


? 


en see ia poet as a BLYthe “human doing”— 
all scars and missing teeth; your muse is bruised 
" hammering out a line. 

ou run metaphorical motorcycles over molehills 
and already writhing anapests. 


My work is affected by your opini 
only as a high-class SS oe 
by the bubbles tickling it. 
—Elizabeth R. 

Slippery Rock, Pennsylvania 


From: HeartGap Chronicles 


* * * 


| 
Can One Exist w/out the Other? 


What beauty exists 

in existence’s 

ugly places? the 
landfills sewers back 
alleys whose eye insults 
force them to see and to 
heed the need... the 
ghettos trenches and 
c— camps permeated 
evermore with the 
fragrant spirit of the 
gentleness that lived 
their anguish intertwined 
so_ intricately 

that only 

men of metal 

with Swiss movement 
hearts lubricating 

fluid coursing through 
plastic veins could 

not see feel or sense it 


HISTORY 


In the blood-red history of man, 

it is an old story: the oppressed 
become oppressors, the conquerors 
are conquered, the grass rises 
above their bones, 

and the weeds become totems. 


The archaeologist of mounds 
studies the seven horizons of death 
and discovers endless repetition, 
civilizations wearing out 

their plumes and dying— 

and below a layer 

of disposable diapers 

is a shoe in ashes, 

a set of false teeth, 

a shattered hand, a cistern full 

of heads from broken athletes 
and forgotten film stars. 


Here in America | let the rain 

wash away my rotting self, 

the rubble of what | was, 

the thick deepness of silence within 
the ruins, the seven layers 

of abandonment that no archaeologist 
will ever read. 


—Diane Compton 
Aloha, Oregon 
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Ht 
Etude to the Editors 


the editors say 

don’t send us any downers! 
don’t tell us 

how awful the world is! 
no cynicism 

wanted: _ inspirational 
material culled from 

a positive frame of mind 


Birthing lullaby 

was World War Il 
childhood strains 

to the divorce dirge 
atoning adolescence 
boogie at the 
panic/anxiety hop 

Inchon lament— 

school commencement 
adult accompaniment—Nam 
pollution’s pavan 
interspersed 

with sorrow’s symphonies 


clashing cymbals 

in the concert that 

should only have been 

the chorus 

like castrating the cream 
from homo milk 

sure | can belt out the 

glories of hallelujah, but 

try as | will 

can’t banish requiem’s refrain 


* * * 


—Charlene Mary-Cath Smith 
Manchester, New Hampshire 


Symmetry 


Smart and a smart aleck, but not an Alec, an Alice, 

and as such, not entitled to as much, according to Father: 
job options plain, for one, maybe kindergarten teacher— 
marriage really best, no fancy schooling needed ... 

none of that going East stuff. 


Mother says that a daughter must earn her father’s love; 

while a mother’s love is guaranteed (. . . reliable information?). 
Father says that he who makes the gold, makes the rules. 

The rule around here is that dancing dummies earn love— 
guess it’s all going to fit into place. 


—Mary Winters 
New York, New York 
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Make My Day continued 


Snow and Sympathy 


by Allison Whittenberg 


I' msorry if this snow feels like salt to your wounds, [know 
you were wounded in heavy purple bruises. I'm the one who 
found you—Remember me, remember my scream? 

(I saw your pain yesterday, in a deep crimson emission. 
But now it's today and its hardened to a hue of burnt sienna. 
From a sadistic frame of reference, you would have looked 
rather vogue, all decorated in red intensity—but the lighting 
was bad and I'm not much on visuals, even though I did adore 
the color variations, aesthetically.) 

Look, I said I was sorry, so go drip your afflictions some 


place else. 


I'm sorry can’t help you. Because the sight of your 
mangled body makes me sick and there's awar going onandI'm 
a soldier of fortune who can’t afford to take off from work. 

I may be a woman, but I ain't no Florence Nightingale. 

I'ma professional front line enmity and I get paid by the 
body bag. So don't come pouting to me, drooling blood. 

But I'm sorry if I kick snow in your face and it feels like 


death. 


Don't die, yet. Trust me, help is on its way... 

Tell me, is that thought comforting for you to know, to 
realize, to cherish that fact, though your lungs are stumbling to 
breathe, and your bruises are still bleeding and the white flakes 


blanket you like a coffin...? 


SESBSBS 


back together again. Where are you have you 
disappeared into the nursery rhyme come out 
and help me helpme HELP ME. She gets up. 
She walks to the closet, slides the door open, 
reaches in for her black silk suit, black shoes 
and hat, lays them on the black and white 
checkered comforter, turns on the shower hot 
very hot tears off her sweat suit climbs into 
the pelting water steaming all around her 
misting all the mirrors reflect her head her 
arms her breasts her stomach legs hands feet 
mouth she sees them all all one piece turns 
off the water rubs herself almost dry and 
begins to dress. 

He is somewhere hunting somewhere 
in the woods listen to the sticks crunch 
beneath his boots the sounds of outside whir- 
ring all around him urging taunting tempting 
all his senses. He can smell the blood taste the 
raw meat feel the smooth short fur grow 
colder see it fold itself and hover to the 
ground hear the bang like tape rewinding 
click click click the lines are deeper in his 
face as if an artist shaded them with charcoal 
on all sides, Just as the sun edges behind a 
wisp of grey cloud, he maneuvers hoists the 
rifle underneath his arm pit cocks it fingers it 
narrows eyes and fires. 

The woman calls a cab. She’s hungry, 
finds a yogurt, feels it cool and creamy slide 
through her mouth and down her throat hears 
the horn and leaves the house. She finally gets 
to where she wants to be. She goes inside the 
store, maneuvers down the aisle towards the 
counter a glass counter her eyes glazed 
penetrate icy black silver cold grey steel she 
wants to try one on see how it fits fondle it 
with long and tapered fingers sleek nails red 


and shiny salivate she wants tostroke the grey 
infilurates her eyes and covers purple irises 
sprouting spurting spreading fertile fantasy 
as she moves stealthily back back back into 
the bedroom where the red down pillow molds 
her head and smothers cold grey steel. 

He picks up his prey retums the rifle to 
its proper place and begins the journey back. 
The smell of fresh fur and blood oozes from 
his pores as if it had been sprayed like per- 
fume all over him. He likes it. His groin 
begins to ache. The bulge won’t disappear his 
mind won’t let it. His mind splices the next 
three hours as he drives home. He disembarks 
from the van strides through the door drops 
the rifle and the still warm pelt in the dark 
dank alcove then moves into the kitchen. 
He’s thirsty. He drinks a dark beer Heineken 
feels the cool crystal bubbles coat his mouth 
his throat sits for a moment eyes unfocused 
editing the film. What he has done excites 
him. What he is going to do excruciates. He 
hears her call his name. 

The woman is pulsating her throat her 
wrists her arms her chest like a smoldering 
volcano she reaches grabs caresses with her 
hand her palm the fingers rub the hard stiff 
shaft seems to ripple a tremor to Ravel’s 
Bolero slow and soft then quicker louder 
quicker louder horns scream wildly as his 
boots pound down the hall. He stands inside 
the doorway, fills it up legs slightly spread 
apart the bulge still there ready to uncoil a 
tilted smile painted on his face. She looks at 
him. She focuses the steel piece of grey 
squints her eye watches him begin to lunge 
and pulls and pulls and pulls. 

And the pieces fall together. 


The Seduction of the Dental 
Hygienist continued 


can take care of you,” she soothed, know- 
ingly, and stroked my hair. But I doubted it. 
She wasn’t Claudette. Nobody but nobody 
could take care of me the way Claudette 
could. So for the moment I accepted fate. 


4, 

Later that night after work, I picked up 
Claudette in Old Trusty. We drove outside of 
town to visit women’s land. Everything was 
green. The blue behind the mountains was 
shimmering, supreme. When we arrived, 
nobody was in the front room. We abandoned 
Trusty, and all the while I talked, and she 
listened, and we went up to the third story of 
a barn loft. There among the ducks and the 
chickens and the drying spices] laid Claudette 
down on atarp. When I licked off her mascara 
and lipstick, gently, I saw that underneath 
Claudette Swoonz’ powdered face, she had 
been Molly Swishall along. Inecstasy I stared 
atthis long lost face. [let my ailing heartatlast 
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fecl the pain of that early break. I Jet my sailor 
cap with the brim drop. She reached up from 
the barn Joft floor and enjoyed the touch and 
feel of anew-bom babe’s head. Next, as if we 
had practiced, she easily reached up to unzip 
my khaki vest. Finally I had to exclaim, I 
could not believe it—Here I was with tidy 
and neat Claudette Swoonz, my dental as- 
sistant, sharing even more intimately than we 
ever had through my teeth..! rolled on my 
back. There in the rafters smiling at me was 
the Headmistress and the Math teacher from 
Queensvale,.whispering, see, we weren’t So 
bad, we brought you to this— and suddenly 
I was glad, so glad, overjoyed, grateful forall 
that ruckus that had chased me out of my 
hometown, firstinto the arms of Molly Swish, 
and now this. 


Icried and cried about how hard things 
had been for me, and shuffled among the 
straw to pull out my buried romantic poetry 
books I had hidden here. I found all my 
favorite passages, and read them to her, and 
Claudette soothed me, and told me, youknow, 
it’s more than your teeth I can take care of 
and fix. What do you mean, I asked. You 
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know, she dimpled, and answered, as she 
pulled off my turquoise jogging pants. Holy 
Near’s “Imagine My Surprise” blared on the 
farmhouse radio, but also out of nowhere, we 
heard the strains of Brahms violins and sud- 
denly, a whole orchestra—the moon, shim- 
mering in the barn loft window, either that or 
the music, must have affected Claudette, or 
both of us. She went wild, clutching me, 
licking me, and kicked off my Masada san- 
dals Ihad brought home from apeacekeeping 
mission inJerusalem. And Claudette Swoonz, 
yes Claudette Swoonz, my loving and careful 
dental assistant, or was it Molly Swish, put 
the dental dam she had brought from the 
office as a good girl would, saving us from 
other hygienic disease and infection, between 
my legs, and she shed tortoise shell glasses, 
candy striper uniform, white hose and nurs- 
ing shoes, with my assistance. She reached 
up, and made my nipples erect just by touch- 
ing them. First one, and then the other. And I 
looked at this mystery half-memory half- 
woman who was willing to love and nurture 
me, and I put my hand into her, and she was 
so golden, golden, and neither of us brushed 
or flossed and we listened to the fish bubble 
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and the ducks slide past breathing on the pond 

below. And all ourclothing fell from the bam 
loft into the stream that fed the pond and I 
cupped her breast in my hand, and sucking 
her nipple, I closed my eyes, and together we 
nestled into eternity, naked in each other’s 
arms melting into acloud which floated over 
a field that became green with the intensity, 
under the sun which brought the moming and 
from up above we could also see daisies. 


z= — 


a feminist bookstore 


New, Used & Rare 
Books, Deriodicals 
& Music 


90 King St. Northampton, MA 01060 
(413) 586-7851 viidd 


Charybdis continued 


toddlers and teens, some mothers brave, oth- 
ers cheerful, others sour, some skinny, others 
swollen with the task, but each somchow 
bearing,however faintly, the indignity of a 
circus elephant, a majesty subdued. For 
whatever the glory of motherhood, it was for 
some of her friends an unexpected subjuga- 
tion to which they bowed cither with rever- 
ence or resentment, or rebellion. Like Dorey’s 
friend Karen, who had put her baby ina wind- 
up swing and left it running in the living room 
while she drove away forever, leaving the 
baby for her parents to find just as the swing 
died down, Heather wavered between mar- 
tyrdom and freedom. Dorey knew that Heather 
would, late at night, watch her mother pace 
the hallway with Elki wrestling in her arms - 
Heather sitting on the couch with her own 
arms folded, her eyes to the television but her 
whole being attuned by irresistible guilt to 
her mother’s inaudible yawns, the baby’s 
yelps, the creaking of the floor under the 
weight of her mother’s fatigue, and there she 
would sit, long after her mother and the baby 
slept, doing a little private research for her 
flatulence book, noticing that a commercial 
which began, “Mom, do you ever feel, you 
know, not-so-fresh?” was repeated with dis- 
turbing frequency. This is how it would be in 
Heather’s mother’s house until, a week be- 
fore fall semester began, the high school band 
struck up practice in the soccer field nearby 
and Heather packed her things, readying her- 
self to leave that planet of the needy half- 
formed and the exhausted caretaker, to drive 
ahalfhouracross the galaxy to campus where 
she’d just be Dorey’s roomie again. 
Heather carried Elki to the other side of 
the shop where she lay him face-down and 
spread-cagle on the back of Dorey’s Sleeping 
Dragon, even though he was too young to 
have any notion that to straddle the back of a 
mohair dragon might be mythic, and he was 
likely only to twitch against the sequins and 
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chuck a swill of rancid milk over its neck. 
Heather’s mother picked him up while 
Heather, as though unseen, squatted into a 
pre-schooler’s chair, gingerly touch her Ieft 
breast, and winced. 

To Dorey, Heather’s mother seemed 
singularly without grief. Expertly she shifted 
Elki from one shoulder to the other, his body 
swinging like a lame toad, his head bobbing 
against his chest. With Heather’s mother 
Dorey could perform the conventional dia- 
logue-dance designed for the introduction of 
an infant, shuffling through birth weight, 
length, and any proud early accomplishments 
- lifting the head, bearing weight on the Icgs, 
following a hypnotic finger. While they spoke, 
Heather scowled and Elki made white- 
knuckled fists and snuffling gasps. His head 
rolled, his smeary lips opening in an irregular 
“OQ”. Elki, with his frighteningly bald and 
oblong scalp, started almost comically and let 
outa voiceless skirl. Grunting open-mouthed, 
he made a palsied search for a nipple. 

“Great,” Heather said. “Every five 
minutes.” 

“He's getting hungry,” Heather’s 
mother said. Heather drowsily began to lift 
her shirt. 

“You can nurse him at home. Get up, 
pick something out, and Iet’s go,” her mother 
said, passing Elki to Heather, his body like a 
rag doll full of sand, and then announcing 
she’d wait out front and have a cigarette. 

Standing by the stuffed animals de- 
signed for infants, with their well-secured 
child-safe eyes and their small simple plush 
limbs, Heather gripped Dorey’s arm and 
whispered, “I can’t stand nursing anymore. 
I'll geta shot to dry me up, get some formula. 
My mother’ll take him.” She hiccupped and 
smiled. “Usually it’s him with the hiccups. 
Even inside me. Welfare’ll pay for the for- 
mula - it pays formy food while I nurse.” She 
looked at Dorey , asif to see if she thought that 
was neat. “Want to hold him?” 

“Nope,” Dorey said. The glint of the 
sun reddened light pellets spinning in the 
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bottom half of her eyes as though they were 
tender bowls. She badly wanted Heather to 
leave, never to be thought of again. The 
internal tailor set up shop in Dorey’s chest, 
threaded his needle, made a simple straight 
stitch in the fibers of her heart, and pulled. 

Heather sighed. “Six weeks ‘til school 
starts. Hope I live,” she said, as though she 
already knew she need only survive summer 
break before being strangely and almost 
completely restored to Dorey. She gazed over 
the pink and blue, black and white puppics, 
bunnies and bears. “I'll get something later. I 
don’t have any money with me.” The deci- 
sion scemed to delight her. “Come visit us,” 
she said. “Really. He weighs only six pounds 
and my arm is killing me. Never do this to 
yourself,” she said loudly, so that Anna, cat- 
ing a hoagie by the cash register, could hear. 

“J already did - twice,” Anna said, with 
ajolly, commiscrate smile through her shred- 
ded lettuce. Anna, plump, confident, divorced 
and surprisingly nocturnal for a business- 
woman and mother, watched closely as Dorey 
said her goodbyes to Heather because, as 
Dorey’s mentor and confidante, she knew 
Dorey was troubled. 

Puzzled by her own callous revulsion 
to Heather-the-mother, Dorey remembered 
she was always uncomfortable when Heather 
stopped in the shop. Heather didn’tcare about 
stuffed animals. Even though her own son 
would soon develop relationships with ob- 
jects that had faces, or just eyes, she didn’t 
have room to.care; she had looked at Dorey’s 
Margie Ptarmigan without noticing her face, 
and also without noticing Arrangement, or 
Design, or even Advertising, which was why 
Dorey had long ago stopped discussing these 
things with Heather. That Heather didn’t un- 
derstand the personhood of stuffed creatures 
generally had little bearing on their friend- 
ship, except that Dorey sometimes unavoid- 
ably sat in judgment of her, or pre-judgment, 
because no crime had yet been committed, 
but she knew that one day Heather would, for 
instance, toss out Boodoo, whose sharply 


contrasling colors were altractive tochildren, 
and introduce her son to insensitivity. Per- 
haps this slight disapproval was one reason 
she probably wouldn’t seck Heather’s com- 
pany before school started; since Elki was 
born came the possibility that Heather would 
treat his creatures thoughtlessly. More likely 
though, Dorey simply didn’t know this new 
Heather who suddenly suffered the weight of 
responsibility beyond her strength, the obli- 
gation and the weakness consuming her, be- ° 
coming her, so that she sat in a muddle of 
judgment against herself, her soul so troubled 
by the clench of a baby’s fist that she was on 
the verge of running away, or dying. 

Dorey stuffed the last seal on the shelf, 
kicked the empty box across the storeroom 
floor, and went to sit behind the cash register 
next to Anna, who, finished with her lunch, 
flipped through a Gund catalogue. “There’s 
nothing I can say to her,” Dorey said. 

“She'll be fine,” Anna said. 

“They used forceps,” Dorey said, and 
Annaclicked her tongue. Dorey went back to 
her window display, climbed in and stood 
with her long brown bangs against the pane, 
noucing how the highway barrelled with ex- 
haust. Her lungs safely respired onto the glass 
a small fog, pure as spring water, with two 
dipping inlets nostril-puffed across the top. In 
the play of translucent button-eyed figures on 
the window, she saw Elki as a toddler, her 
own son somchow, a shaggy boy with plum- 
colored lips and glossy brown eyes. “Watch 
me,” he was saying, “Mommy, sec this,” 
without looking at her, absorbed in his own 
acrobatics, a confused tumble, knees-over- 
hands, ending with him Icaning into a thick 
bush and pulling off his sweater. Dorey was 
trapped there against the display pane next to 
her favorite creation Aeneas, adog-sized frog 
sporting a bow-tic; dangerously tiny by her 
fect sat a plush snail whose spiral shell had 
taken her cight hours to stitch, and beneath 
them all she felt the tug of a distant whirlpool, 
opening its vacuous eye. 
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The Back of Her Neck continued 


like yanking off a Band-Aid from a hairy 
spot. It’s kind of how my skin tingles when it 
first hits the air. 

I can smell her, I think. Maybe its my 
imagination, but J can smell hot chocolate 
and candy com; neither of which ] keep inmy 
house. I think Ican feel her, too. She’s barely 
touching me, as lightly as acloud floating by, 
but I can feel her breath as if she were stand- 
ing near my shoulder, watching me shave my 
legs. 

It’s anew feeling, this thinking ofherin 
the moming, one] don’t yet know whal to do 
with. And when the phone rings and I jump 
across the room and pounce on it like a 
mountain cat, all prickly and hot throated...I'm 
not sure about anything at all. 


Slowly, she says. Slowly on this. 


I know she was married once, toa man 
who slept on his back like a turtle and whose 
skin smelled of red wine and onions. She 
pointed him out to meina pub. He was talking 
in the direction of a group of women. His 
words were floating above their heads, like 
the empty bubbles of a comic strip. His hand 
was on his crotch. 

He needs something to hold onto, she 
says. 


We all do, I say. 

Sul, it is easier for you, she says. 

Maybe, I say. 

Still, she says, and then she asks for the 
check. 


I don’t listen to my friends. I tell them 
she can’t hurt me. Either way she can’t. Once 
I danced naked in front of a fire with some- 
one. | wore just a Beatles wig. Once I bur- 
rowed my head in someone's lap and kissed 
her looking upside down. And once I placed 
a small rock on a headstone and cried in the 
rain, chewing on the ties of my plastic rainhat. 
Shecannothurt me. Ihavenothing left to feel. 

I don’t listen to my friends. Besides, I 
think they are jealous. She is big, tall, almost 
six feet and wears clothes that let you know 
her weighthas gone up and down. If! eatonly 
an appetizer she stares at my plate like a 
hungry dog. Sheis fleshy. She moves with the 
force of one who is used to working a room, 
of doing presentations, of showing things off. 
She always looks like she’s just come back 
from the most wonderful place and is on her 
way to somewhere even better. She tells a 
story, first to you alone, bathing you in sun- 
shinc. Then when she’s grabbed you, she 
raises her voice and looks arounda bit, catches 
the cyc of another person, and tells her story 
again, raising the heat a few degrees. Soon, 
everyone is sweltering and ready to go home 


with her. Her voice is husky. 
Slowly, she says. Slowly on this. 


And so I don’t stand on tip toes to fix 
the collar on her blouse or pull the hair out of 
her mouth when she is sipping hot and sour 
soup. I don’t make jokes when we read the 
fortune cookies. 


Youpromised that you’d fill me up, she 
says. I can feel her shivering under her green 
coat. The gooscbumps on the back her neck 
fee] like pinpricks against my tongue. 

You promised, she insists. Up to the 
very top. 


trembles like a tilting evergreen. She pulls 
her hat down over her ears and puts one hand 
on her hip. She looks like a coffee mug. Her 
words steam the air. 

Then why dol feel so empty? She yells 
at the space above my head and stomps the 
ground with her boots. 

Maybe you’re just leaking, I say 

Well, pardon me all to hell, she snaps 
and kicks some more. 

After she has gone, I see the line she has 
drawn in the snow with the heel of her boot. 
I remember that her eyelashes were flecked 
with snowflakes, mascara dotting the i’s of 
the freckles on her right cheekbone. 


I put my arms around her waist and she 


You talk too much about yourself, she 
says and cracks her knuckles as she looks 
about the room. 

You ask too. many questions, she says 
and pulls her chin into her face like a pigeon. 


Yet. It is the back of her neck I want to 
touch again. Under her hair, it is the back of 
her neck. I think her bones will feel warm. 


And then she meets me late one day, 
chewing on a nail, cuffing and uncuffing the 
sleeves of her raincoat. 

I’m moving, she says. I’ll be busy for 
awhile. I'll call you. Have you over. 

To his place or yours? J ask. 


A look passes quickly over her face, as 
flecting as the shadow of a dragonfly. Her 
cyelashes touch my cheek. Like a 
hummingbird’s kiss, I hear her sigh. 


The back of ‘your neck, I think. But I 


~ don’t tell her. 


Then the look is there again in her eyes. 
And I know she knows that I know. 


Maybe she was no more real than the 
shadow of a shadow. 
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Dykes To Watch Out For 
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Calendar 


July 16 

Theater: ARISE presents State of Destruc- 
tion by Street Talk Theater. A three act play 
about the state’s “protective system” that 
doesn’t help children. With the 800 hotline, 
all the DSS needs is one phone call to take 
away your kids. We need your support. ] lam 
amd ipm. Free admission. Rally 9:30 am 
“Know Your Rights” pamphlet will be handed 
out. Veteran’s Park, 113 Hamden St., 
Holyoke. For more info, call Nancy at ARISE, 
734-4948. 


July 16 

Bright Moments Festival: Angel “Papo” 
Vazquez, jazz and Afro-Cuban rhythms. 
Opening act: Orlando “Puntilla” Rios, Cuban 
percussionist, and Grupo Ache, UMass cam- 
puspond lawn (rain location Fine Arts Center 
ConcertHall)7:30pm. Wheelchair 
accessible.Tickets $5, children under 12 and 
UMass students free. For more details call 
545-2511. 


July 18-19 

Lesbian Festival: WOW Productions pre- 
sents the 3rd Annual Northampton Lesbian 
Festival on Saturday and Sunday at Hamp- 
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shire College in Amherst 10am-7pm. Featur- 
ing Casselberry & DuPree, Lea DeLaria, Girls 
in the Nose and others, including our own 
local Valley performers. Swimming, work- 
shops, crafts. Tickets $18/day in advance, 
$35/weekend; work exchange available. Open 
to all lesbians, friends and allies. Camping, 
lodging nearby. Wheelchair accessible, ASL. 
More info at: 586-825 1 or 323-5088 Voice & 
TTY. 


July 23 

Bright Moments Festival: Billy Taylor, Max 
Roach, Sheila Jordan and The Jazz All Stars. 
Also, the Jazz inJuly Express. American jazz 
and improvisation. 7:30 pm. UMass campus 
pond lawn. Please sec July 16. 


July 24 

Reading: Lesbian Writers in the Valley read 
from their work. Sally Bellerose, Jay 
Goldspinner and Toni Brown. 7pm. Women 
only please, At Lunaria Bookstore, 90 King 
Street, Northampton. Wheelchair accessible. 
FMI call 586-7851. 


July 25 

March on Washington: A New England 
organizing meeting for the April 25th 1993 
March on Washington for Lesbian Gay and 
Bi Equal Rights and Liberation at Pat’s Peak 
in Henniker, New Hampshire, from 5-7pm 
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ALL THE TIMES I'M 
be TIRED OF THIS! 


7 bs f 
‘THEN LEAVE. ! Go 

GET SOME " SuPpoRT ” 

FRam YouR WEW FRIENDS ? 

Go ON! WHO'S STOPPING 


with a dance following. For more info, con- 
tact Celenia Toledo at (617) 566-4296, 


July 26 

Music: Singer/songwriter Rachel Bissex at 
the Sunday Coffeehouse at Bela, 68 Masonic 
St, Northampton. “..one of the finest talents 
performing in New England.” 8:45-10:15 
pm. $4-6 sliding scale. 


July 30 

Bright Moments Festival: Mahlathini and 
the Mahotella Queens featuring Mbazo 
Mkhize. South African “mbaqanga.” Report- 
edly a must-see. Opening act Aurlus Mabcle 
and Loketo. 7:30 pm. UMass campus pond 
lawn. Please see July 16. 


August 1 

Lesbian Garden Giveaway: In Greenfield 
at 103 Country Club Road (4/10 of a mile 
north of Silver Street). lpm: Food drop off. 
2pm-Spm: Food pick up. Spm-7pm: Potluck 
picnic for any lesbians. See Announcements 
listing for more details. 


August 2 

Benefit Tea Dance and Cookout: For the 
Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual Community Center 
Project. At the North Star, (weather permit- 
ling) 2-Spm. $5-$10 suggested donation, plus 
cost of food (optional). 


: To SAY HARRIET ? 
You USED UP ALL THE GOOP 
CLICHES / Gob, 1 FEEL 
UKE TA TRAPPED IN A 
\S BAD SOAP OPERA? 
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Sponsored by Stuff-It Storage 


WHAT'S LEFT 


LEMME THINK AMIN: 
OY Ute....0H/ I know! HOw 
Apour THIS? “Is THERE 
SOMEONE ELSE, 
HARRIET 2 ** 


FINE. 1 DON'T HAVE 
‘TO LISTEN TO THIS. I'M 
GOING TOA ComArTEE }| I} 


August 6 

Reading: Elise Young reads from and speaks 
about her new book Keepers of the History: 
Women and the Israeli-Palestinian Conflict. 
7pm. Public cordially invited. At Lunaria 
Bookstore, 90 King Sueet, Northampton. 
Wheelchair accessible. FMI call 586-7851. 


August 8 

Fundraising Party: For the Lesbian, Gay, 
Bisexual Community Center Project. Hosted 
by Erika and Michael Bradway, 3-6 pm, Dyer 
Rd., Ashfield MA. Take Rt. 9 Westto Goshen 
until itmeets up with Rt.112 heading towards 
the D.A.R. State Park and Ashfield. Take a 
right onto Rt.112 and follow for exactly 5S 
miles. Takea left onto Dyer Rd. Follow to the 
end and park. For more info call 628-3919. 


August 22 

Lesbian Garden Giveaway: In Northampton 
atPride’s, 20 Crafts Ave. 1pm: Food drop off. 
2pm-5pm: Food pick up. See Announcements 
listing for more details. 


August 23 

Tag/Bake Sale: To benefit the Lesbian, Gay 
Bisexual Community Center Project. On the 
Unitarian Society lawn in Northampton. 12- 
Spm. If you would like to donate to either the 
tag sale or bake sale, drop them off at the 
Unitarian Society at noon. 


STUFE-IT STORAGE IS A WOMAN-OWNED BUSINESS 


Dykes To Watch Out For 
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Announcements 


Publication: Valley Lesbian Writers Group 
announces the publication of Tuesday Night, 
a chapbook of poetry and fiction by current 
members that will be coming outin September 
1992. Donations are being solicited to be 
used for this project as well as future projects 
onlesbian writing. To pre-order Tuesday Night 
at a discount, send $5.00/copy plus $1 post- 
age and handling. Make check out to Sally 
Bellerose and send to VLWG c/o Susan 
Stinson, 49 1/2 Union St., Easthampton MA 
01027. 


Lesbian Garden Giveaway: Fruit and veg- 
etable giveaways for Western Massachusctts 
lesbians who are having a hard ume affording 
fresh food will happen in Greenfield and 
Northampton this summer. Lesbians who 
expect to have extra from their garden can 
call Sidney at 773-0888 and arrange to drop 
them off or have us pick them up. Lesbians 
who want to recieve food should just show 
up. Call if you need directions. Excess food 
will be donated to area women’s shelters, In 
Greenfield, August 1, at 103 Country Club 
Road (4/10th of a mile north of Silver Street), 
1pm: Food drop off, 2pm-5pm: Food pick up, 
Spm-7pm: Potluck picnic forany lesbians. In 
Northampton, August22, at Pride's, 20Crafls 
Ave., lpm: Food drop off, 2pm-S5pm: Food 
pick up. See Calendar listings. 


CONFERENCES 

Womyn & Witchcraft: The Seventh An- 
nual Womyn and Witchcraft: Developing 
Dianic WiccaConference will beheld Thurs., 
Sept.3-Sun., Sept.6, 9992, incentral Wiscon- 
sin. Join in the continuing dialog on Dianic 
practices and thealogy. Designed for womyn 
who define themsleves as Dianic and/or les- 
bian witches, All womyn interested in 
womyn’s witchcraft welcome to attend. Pan- 
els, discussions, rituals, slideshows, work- 
shops. Wheelchair accessible. Vegetarian 
meals. Registration fee is $150 before Aug.1, 
$175 after. Scholarship and work exchange 
deadline, July 1. Sponsored by the Re- formed 
Congregation of the Goddess. For brochure 
write or call: DDW7, PO Box 6021, Madi- 
son, WI 53716; (608) 255-5092. 


Dance Camp: 4th Annual Gender-Free 
Summer Dance Camp, sponsored by North 
East Gay and Lesbian Country Dance Soci- 
ety. Contra/square dance, western two-step- 
ping, music and caller workshops, campfires. 
Limited work exchange available for reduced 
rate. Sept. 19-21. Chimney Comers Camp, 
Becket MA. For NEGAL members, $115 
before Aug.15, $135 after. For non-mem- 
bers, $120 before Aug. 15, $140 after. Call 
(508) 544-8447. 


Motorcycle Festival: Women’s Motorcycle 
Festival °92 will be held at Wells College on 
Cayuga Lake in central New York, August 
16th-19th. Motorcycle workshops, group 
rides, parade run, field events, entertainment. 
Call or write: W.M.F., 7 Lent Ave., LeRoy, 
N.Y. 14482. (716) 768-6054. 


JOB OPPORTUNITIES 

Student Positions Available: The UMass 
Program for Gay Lesbian and Bisexual Con- 
cerns seeks UMass graduate students for 
graduate assistant positions. Positions will 
mostlikely be 20 hours a week and applicants 
should be familiar with and supportive of 
gay, lesbian and bisexual concems. The pro- 
gram also secks undergraduates with 
workstudy for part time positions in the of- 
fice. Other openings may be available. For 
more informationand foranapplication please 
call the Program at 545-4824, 


EWC Positions Available: Two profes- 
sional half-time positions available at the 
EveryWoman’s Center. 1: Coordinator of 
Counseling Services. Qualifications: Master’s 
and two years clinical supervisory experi- 
ence in Counseling. Responsible for the over- 
all administration and coordination of the 
Counseling Program. 2: Assistant Coordina- 
tor of Counseling Services. Qualifications: 
Licensed Master’s or MSW required, and 
two years clinical supervisory experience in 
Counseling. Responsible for the develop- 
ment and implementation of direct services. 
Starting date August 1992. Send resume, 
statementofinterest and three letters of refer- 
ence by July 31, 1992 to Search 32561, Em- 
ployment Office, Room 167, Whitmore Ad- 
ministration Building, UMass, Amherst, MA 
01003. 


SERVICES/VOLUNTEER OPENINGS 
Swim for Life AIDS Benefit: The 5th An- 
nual Provincetown Harbor Swim for Life 


AIDS Benefit is set for Sunday, September 
13, at the Boatslip, 161 Commercial Suet, 
Provincetown. Last year, 120swimmers from 
throughout the East raised $37,000 in pledges 
for Provincetown Positive PWA Coalition, 
AIDS Support Group, and the Family Tree 
Project. The Swimathon will include a com- 
petitive component, and has been approved 
by US Masters Swimming. For swimmer 
pledge sheets and registration and for boater 
and volunteer signup, please call or write: 
Swim for Life; PO Box 819, Provincetown, 
MA 02657. Or call (508) 487-3684. 


AIDS Services: AIDS Services of Franklin 
County offers free help to people living with 
HIV/AIDS and their families and friends in 
Franklin County and the Athol/Orange area. 
Call (413) 773-8888 or (508) 249-2013 for 
more info about services or volunteer oppor- 
tunities. 


Volunteers Sought: The Springfield AIDS 
Allies Office, 93A Mills Park, is secking 


ene en 


volunteers to help with light office work and 
answering telephones. For more information 
or to volunteer, call 747-5144. 


MEETING TIMES: 

AIDS Coalition to Unleash Power (ACT- 
UP) of Western Mass meets on the second 
and fourth Thursdays of the month, 16 Center 
Street, Room 311, Northampton, 7:30 pm. 
Call 584-4213. 

The Arise PLWA (People Living With AIDS) 
Advocates meet weekly on Mondays from 10 
am to 12 noon at Arise, 718 State St. (back 
entrance), Springfield. For info, call Chris- 
tine or Michael at 734-4948. 

PFLAG Pioneer Valley meets at 7:30 pm on 
the 2nd Tuesday of each month (July 14, 
August 11, September 8) in Grace Episcopal 
Church Parish Hall, Spring Street, Amherst 
MA. Call 532-4883. 

The Valley Gay Alliance meets the first and 
third Thursdays of the month at 7:30 pm in 
the Unitarian meeting house, 220 Main St., 
Northampton. Call 527-2554. 


Women's Motorcycle Festival '92: From August 16th to 19th at Wells College 
in central New York. (See Announcement listing.) 
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Classifieds 


Beth Holt—Massage Therapy for 
Women. Reduce stress, increase circu- 
| lation. Sports massage available. Sliding 
fee scale. Special student rates. Call for 
an appointment:584-0311. 

Energy Conservation. Free insu- 
lation and other energy conservation 
Services are available for houscholds on 
fuel assistance (cligibility up to 150% of 
poverty level). For more information, 
call HCAC at 584-4053. 

Looking for a place to call home? 
Lesbian houschold secks housemate for 
August 1 or September 1. One bedroom 
in beautiful 3 bedroom Northampton 
apartment. Wood floors, large kitchen, 
two porches. Non-smoking, must be fi- 
nancially responsible. $1 80a month. Call 
584-8189. 


Reliable babysitter available. Call 
Lisa at 586-5858. 


